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How many a man in smart
Find matter to rejoice?
How many a mourning heart
Set forth a pleasant voice?
Play whoso can that part,
Needs must in me appear
How fortune overthwart
Doth cause my mourning cheer*

Perdie there is no man,
If he never saw sight,
That perfectly tell can
The nature of the light.
Alas, how should I than,
That never taste but sour,
But do as I began,
Continually to lour?

But yet perchance some chance
Ivtay chance to change my tune,
And when such chance doth chance,
Then shall I thank Fortune.
And if I have chance,
Perchance ere it be long,
For such a pleasant chance,
To sing some pleasant song*

XI

PASS forth, my wonted cries,
Those cruel cars to pierce,
Which in most hateful wise
Do still my plaints reverse.
Do you, my tears, also
So wet her barren heart,
That pity there may grow.
And cruelty depart*

For though hard rocks among
She seems to have been bred,
And of the tiger long
Been nourished and fed,
Yet shall not nature change
If pity once win place,
When as unknown and strange
She now away doth chase.